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had a fine constitution. What man, given these advantages,
does not seek by every possible means to get all the good
he can out of life?
No one in Venice could understand how men of their
character could associate with a man of mine. They were
all heavenly, I was all earthly; they were severe and strict
in their lives, I was entirely given up to pleasure. No one
guessed the secret, and I daily strengthened the hold I had
on them. By the beginning of summer M. de Bragadin
was well enough to appear at the Senate. The day before
he resumed his seat there he sent for me.
'Whatever you may be,3 he said, CI owe you my life. Your
former protectors who tried to make you a priest, a doctor,
a lawyer, or a soldier, only succeeded in making a fiddler of
you; they were fools who did not understand you. Your
guardian angel has brought you to me; I understand and
appreciate you. I shall treat you as my son to the day of my
death. Your place will be always laid at my table, your room
is ready for you in my palace. You will have a servant to
wait entirely on you, a private gondola, and ten sequins a
month for pocket money; it is what my father gave me
when I was your age. You need have no thought for the
future; you have nothing to do but to amuse yourself, and
whatever may happen be sure I shall always be your father
and friend.'
Such, my dear reader, is the history of my metamorpho-
sis; from the rank of a poor violinist, I was suddenly raised
to that of the rich and powerful.